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not smiling. "Is there anything wrong?" he 
asked. 

"No, not exactly," replied Mr. Morris. "I'm 
wondering whether or not I should send you 
to Egypt all alone !" 

"Holy Moley! Egypt!" Billy exclaimed. 
Then his face clouded. "Say, if you're send- 
ing me to Egypt, won't you have to cancel my 
broadcasts'" 

"Not at all," said Mr. Morris with a smile. 
"I want you to broadcast from there. Pro- 
fessor Alexander Parkman has invited me to 
send an announcer to cover the opening of an 
Egyptian tomb, and you're it." 

"Gee," said Billy doubtfully, "that's fine, but 
isn't that pretty old stuff? There have been 
so many movies about mummies, so many radio 
plays and stories about haunted Egyptian 
tombs that the public is getting fed up." 

Mr. Morris nodded in agreement. "That's 
your job, Billy. You've got to find a fresh 
slant. See if you can't dig up something new 
and startling, something that will wake the 
people up. I'm sure you can do it." 

"I'll certainly try, sir," said Billy. "When 
do I start?" 

"You've already started. I've got some phone 
calls to make, and your passport to get 
straightened out, but I think you can plan 
on leaving on the midnight plane!" 

"Yippee! I'll be ready!" And Billy went 
rushing out of the office. 



Chapter Two 
DESERT ACCIDENT 

JUST two days later Billy's plane landed 
at the Khartoum airport in Egypt. He 
was met by Professor Parkman and a thin- 
faced man in a pith helmet whose name Billy 
did not catch. Professor Parkman turned out 
to be a tall, lean man with a grea*t hooked nose 
and a huge walrus mustache. In spite of his 
nose and his fierce mustache, he had a nice 
smile and friendly eyes. Billy took an instant 
liking to him. He could not say the same for 
the other man. Somehow the man's character 
grated on Billy. It wasn't anything the man 
said, because he didn't say anything. But his 
very posture and appearance made Billy un- 
easy. 

"We've got about a hundred miles to drive 
to get to our diggings," said Professor Park- 
man. "It won't be a comfortable ride, because 



the only thing we could get that would stand 
up to the trip is an old army jeep." 

"Jeeps are fine with me," said Billy. "What 
kind of radio setup do you have? Can I reach 
the United States with it?" 

Professor Parkman grinned. "It's the best 
in the world! We bought it from the U. S. 
Army after the war!" 

Soon they were bowling along a smooth 
desert road on the west bank of the Nile. 
Heavily-loaded camels plodded past them on 
the road to Khartoum. Arabs clothed in white 
burnooses rode by "astride tiny burros, and 
occasionally a soldier galloped past on a fine 
Arabian horse. Most of the territory around 
them was nothing but drifting sand, but every 
now and then they passed a beautiful green 
farm, studded with huge palms, where the 
water of the Nile had been diverted into irri- 
gation ditches. 

"Egypt is a fascinating country," remarked 
Professor Parkman. "So poor, and yet so rich 
in many ways. After we turn off the road up 
here aways we run into nothing but sand." 

"I'm getting plenty of local color for my 
first broadcast," said Billy. "I'm supposed to 
go on the air tonight with the story of my 
trip over here." 

Billy had to keep silent then. The thin-faced 
man who was driving turned off the main road, 
and the little jeep bounced around like a buck- 
ing horse as it hit the first sand dunes. They 
were still following the indications of a trail, 
but it was tough going, even for the jeep. To 
drive in the loose sand on either side would 
have been hopeless, but on the trail, by judi- 
cious use of the four-wheel drive, the thin- 
faced man managed to keep the jeep rolling. 
Whatever else he thought of him, Billy had 
to admit the man could drive. 

The country became wilder and rougher. 
Huge cliffs reared above the sand of ancient 
valleys. Two or three times on downgrades, 
Billy had to hang on for dear life to keep 
from being thrown out. The suspicion crossed 
his mind that maybe the driver wanted him 
to be thrown out. Professor Alexander Park- 
man, too, became concerned. 

"Easy, there, Grayble," he warned. "We 
aren't in that much of a rush !" 

Grayble swerved around an outcropping of 
rock before replying. "The kid said he had 
to broadcast tonight, didn't he? Well, he can't 
do it from here, can he?" Grayble's voice was 
thin and rasping. It grated on Billy's nerves. 
He tightened his grip on the side of the jeep 
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and resolved he would keep his eye on this 
man called Grayble. 

On the next down grade, Grayble stepped 
on the gas recklessly. As the jeep whipped 
around a sharp bend, Grayble gave a quick 
jerk of the wheel, at the same time lunging 
against Professor Parkman, who sat in the 
middle. The professor, caught off balance, 
lurched against Billy. For one crucial second 
Billy hung half in and half out of the jeep, 
and in that second Grayble snapped the wheel 
in the opposite direction. Billy was thrown 
as cleanly as if he had been bucked from a 
broncho. 

In the split second between the time he left 
the jeep and hit the sand, Billy's mind raced 
like lightning. To shout his powerful word 
"SHAZAM !" which transformed him into 
Captain Marvel, the world's mightiest mortal, 
would save him from bodily harm, but he 
didn't want Captain Marvel to appear. Not 
just yet. Gritting his teeth, he plowed into 
the hard-packed sand with his shoulder. Sharp 
rocks ground into his skin. His nose scraped 
a boulder. Then with a loud crunch, his body 
slapped against a rock. Billy groaned and lay 
very still. 

Professor Parkman was white with fury, but 
his rage was not half as great as his concern 
for Billy. 

"Stop the car, you fool," he shouted at 
Grayble. "If that boy is hurt, you'll pay dearly 
for this!" 

"Aw. it was his own fault," whined Grayble. 
"He should have hung on." But he stopped 
the car as quickly as he could. He knew the 
Professor was a dangerous man to cross, 

The tall man rushed across the sand to 
where Billy lay unconscious against the rock, 
He listened intently to Billy's chest and felt 
a great relief when he heard the boy's heart 
beating strong. Gently he picked the boy 
up and carried htm back to the jeep. 

"We've got to get this boy to camp, and 
get him there quickly," he said to Grayble, 
who had made no move to help. "If you jostle 
him, or hit any unnecessary bumps, I'll take 
care of you with my bare fists." 

"I'll be careful," said Grayble, but under 
his breath he added, "but if you lay one hand 
on me, I'll blow your whole expedition sky 
high." 

The rest of the trip was made without event, 
Grayble paying strict attention to his driving 
under the watchful eye of Professor Parkman. 
Once or twice Billy moaned uneasily as he 



gradually returned to consciousness. The jeep 
dipped into the last valley, and there on a 
floor of sand lay the camp. There were a 
scattering of tents, a radio antenna, and dozens 
of great boxes, all empty. The boxes were to 
hold the museum pieces Professor Parkman 
expected to excavate from the tomb. 

The tomb itself did not look very spectacu- 
lar in the light of the setting sun. At first 
glance it looked just like a vast hole in the 
sand, but closer inspection revealed that the 
sand had been shoveled away from a pyramid- 
shaped granite building that stuck up in the 
center of the crater-like excavation. The hole 
was about 30 feet deep, and the Arab laborers 
had just reached the sealed entrance of the 
tomb when the setting sun told them it was 
time to stop work and face Mecca for their 
evening prayers. 

Grayble pulled the jeep up in front of a 
tent marked with a red cross, and Professor 
Parkman gently lifted Billy out of the car 
and carried him inside. A curly headed, laugh- 
ing-faced young doctor leaped from a cot at 
the Professor's entrance. 

"What is it?" he asked. Then his smile 
vanished. "Is it the young radio announcer 
you went to pick up in Khartoum?" 

"That's right, Dr. Cuchin." replied Professor 
Parkman, putting Billy's still form on an army 
field hospital operating table. "He was thrown 
from the jeep. I think he is badly hurt, and 
if he is, Grayble will hear from me." 

Dr. Cuchin quickly stripped Billy of his 
clothes and ran practised fingers over the ugly 
abrasions and contusions. "Is Grayble acting 
up again?" he asked. "That man always causes 
trouble. Hmm, this boy is pretty well skinned 
up, but I can't find anything serious. His ex- 
cellent physical condition saved him from 
serious injury. He'll be on his feet in no time." 

"Thank heaven for that!" exclaimed Pro- 
fessor Parkman fervently. 

At that minute Billy stirred and his Hps 
began to move. "Look out for that curve," he 
was heard to whisper. "Ooh, here we go!" He 
was living the accident again, Then suddenly 
he sat bolt upright. "Holy Moley, no clothes!" 
he said in astonishment. 

At that Dr. Cuchin and Professor Parkman 
both laughed in relief. 

"Oh boy," exclaimed Dr. Cuchin, "he sure 
snapped right out of it." 

"You're all right, Billy," said the Professor. 
"You were knocked out by your fall, but Dr. 
Cuchin is taking care of you now." 
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"Glad to know you. Dr. Cuchin," said Billy, 
his voice a little weak at first. "Can you get 
me fixed up for my broadcast tonight?" 

"Well, I don't know," said Dr. Cuchin doubt- 
fully. "I'll have to bandage you up pretty 
thoroughly. The desert is no place to fool with 
infection. But I guess I won't have to put a 
bandage over your mouth." 



Chapter Three 
THE MONSTER FROM THE EGG 

AN hour later, Billy, aided by Professor 
Parkman, made a limping tour of the 
camp. An electric generator provided the cur- 
rent for long rows of lights that made the 
camp as bright as day. At the edge of the 
excavation, Billy's attention was drawn to a 
huge, rock-like substance shaped like an egg. 
"What's that?" he asked. 
"I don't know, exactly," replied Professor 
Parkman. "It reminds me of a dinosaur egg 
such as we found in the Gobi desert, but 
it doesn't seem to have the same feel to it." 

Billy, thinking the discovery of the egg 
might make a nice news item for his broad- 
cast, asked more questions. "Why don't you 
open it? Can't you drill into it? What if it 
should hatch?" 

Professor Parkman laughed. "Exactly the 
questions I asked myself." he said. "But my 
authority only covers the Egyptian relics. Any 
other discoveries go to my financial backer. 
He is represented by Grayble, and Grayble 
wouldn't let me experiment with the egg." 

"Where did you find it?" he asked, trying 
just one more question. 

The Professor did not laugh at this ques- 
tion. "That's the strange thing. We found it 
in a strata of sand that had drifted aro- * 
tne tom& at just abou* thr *:me Egypt rell. 
As you know. Egypt once was a mighty nation, 
and then suddenly it just collapsed. History 
says it was because of greed, wickedness and 
jealousy among the ruling classes, and history 
may be right. The strange thing is that at 
the time Egypt- collapsed, there were no egg- 
laying dinosaurs in the world. Yes, Billy, I, 
too. would like to know how the egg got 
there." 

Seeing there was no more information to 
be had on the egg, Billy concentrated on pick- 
ing up some colorful notes on the expedition's 
work to date. As Billy's broadcast did not go 



on the air until midnight Egyptian time. Dr. 
Cuchin insisted that the boy newscaster rest 
on the army cot prepared for him. 

At the scheduled time, Billy was awakened 
by Dr. Cuchin. Professor Parkman was at the 
microphone at the edge of the camp, and a 
light showed through the tent where the radio 
engineer was at work, preparing to cut in on 
Station WHIZ at the time signal. Otherwise 
there were only two or three lights on in the 
whole camp, and most of the men were all 

Billy felt a little strange as he stood at 
the microphone. All around him was the vast 
silence of the desert. He was standing in a 
valley that had been dead for centuries. He 
could feel the ages settling around him. Even 
the stars, so intensely bright, seemed to belong 
to another world, another time. Then the en- 
gineer gave the signal, and he was on the air. 

In clear, calm words, Billy began the story 
of his trip to Egypt and the excitement of 
the ride across the desert. He made no men- 
tion of his accident. He had just reached the 
part in his script where he was to mention 
the mysterious egg when he happened to 
glance across at the rim of the excavated 
crater. Unless his eyes were deceiving him in 
the dim light, the egg had rolled over! 

"Just a minute, folks," he shouted into the 
microphone. "Something is going on here ! 
Right in front of my eyes an egg thousands 
of years old rolled over! Maybe the sand 
drifted away from underneath it. Wait! It 
moved again! That can't be shifting sand! 
Something is moving that egg! Something in- 
eide! 

"Holy Moley! The egg is cracking! I can't 
see clearly. There is only one light bulb 
about thirty feet aw3y from it, but now I 
can see the cracks clearly. Oh, if this was 
only a portable mike. Something black is stick- 
ing out! It looks like an arm! It is an arm! 

"Quick, somebody, do something! Professor 
Parkman! Dr. Cuchin! Catch it! Catch it! A 
whole creature is coming out! It has four 
legs! It is black! I can't see the head. Yes, 
it has a head, but I don't know what it is. 
I've never seen anything like it before. It 
looks like a creature from another world. It's 
moving! It's moving faster! It's heading this 
way! Hey. get away from me! Stop it! STOP 
IT! Yiie— !" 

There was- a terrific crash as Billy, micro- 
phone and the weird creature fell over in the 
sand. Billy felt a body that was cold and soft. 
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yet inside the softness he caught the feeling 
of tremendous strength. He tried to grab at 
it. His fingers sank into soft flesh. Whether 
it was arm or leg he did not know, for it was 
torn from his grasp with incredible fury. It 
was as though he had grabbed the soft trunk 
of an elephant. If he had been his normal self, 
he might have hung on, but he was still weak 
from his accident. By the time he picked him- 
self up and untangled himself from the coils 
of wire from the microphone, the creature had 
vanished. 

Professor Parkman and Dr. Cuchin came 
rushing up. 

"What happened? Billy, you're all covered 
with sand!" 

"Didn't you see it?" cried Billy. "It got 
awayt It knocked me over and got away!" 

"We didn't see anything," said Dr. Cuchin. 
"We were in the engineer's tent, helping him 
with a loose cable. What was it?" 

"The egg!" shouted Billy. "It hatched! See! 
It's all cracked open! It's — it's — why, it's 
GONE!" 

Billy rushed over to the edge of the excava- 
tion. Quite plainly he had seen the giant shell, 
cracked wide open and empty. Now it was 
gone! There was not a sign of it, anywhere. He 
even looked into the pit, where the top of the 
pyramid gleamed dully in the light of a single 
bulb. The shell had not rolled into the ex- 
cavation. 

"Are you sure you feel all right, Billy?" 
asked Dr. Cuchin. "Better let me take your 
temperature." 

"But the egg," said Billy. "See, it's gone!" 

"The egg is gone," agreed Professor Park- 
man, "And I don't doubt that you think you 
saw what you did. But the East is a strange 
place. You might have been tricked by an 
Egyptian magician! I happen to know the 
Arabs tried to steal the egg before, and this 
time it looks as if they got away with it!" 

"But I saw it hatch." cried Billy. "It crashed 
into me! I felt it! It was cold, and soft, and 
strong. It smelled like a— a lizard!" 

Dr. Cuchin called Professor Parkman to one 
side. "He's definitely delirious. Too much hot 
desert sun, and then his accident. We must 
remember he just left the United States the 
day before yesterday. The quick trip, the sud- 
den change, the desert heat, and his accident. 
No wonder he's off his head. We shouldn't have 
let him go on the air at all. I'll give him some 
pills. He'll be all right tomorrow." 



"You're right. Doctor," agreed the Professor. 
"I wonder if he let any of that story get on 
the air? It would be a pretty scandal if a 
delirious boy's wild story got out as though 
it came backed up by the reputation of our 
scientific expedition! We'd be laughed out of 
business." 



Chapter Four 
EGYPTIAN MAGIC? 

IF Professor Parkman had only known what 
was going on among the listeners to 
station WHIZ, he would have been doubly 
alarmed. While Dr. Cuchin was calming the 
excited Billy and getting him to bed, well 
dosed with pills, the switchboard at station 
WHIZ was jammed with calls from excited 
listeners. Mr. Morris was just as excited as 
the rest. 

"What a story!" he gloated. "I knew Billy 
would get a fresh slant on those old Egyptian 
tomb stories. He sure woke up the listeners 
with that one! Of course, it was wildly exag- 
gerated, but I guess it's all right, as long as 
it makes a good story." Then a cold doubt 
ran down his spine. What if were true? 
What if Billy wasn't making it up? Maybe 
the creature had attacked him. Maybe right 
now Billy was lying torn and bleeding on the 
desert sand. After all, the broadcast had ended 
very abruptly. 

"Raise that expedition radio station right 
away," he shouted to his engineer. "I've got 
to talk to them! Get me a live mike! I've got 
to talk to the public, try to calm them down." 

Mr. Morris rushed into Studio B, and, cut- 
ting into a dance band program, he went on 
the air. "Keep calm, everybody," he advised. 
"We're calling Egypt right now. We will 
keep you advised of developments. In the 
meantime, I am sure there is nothing to worry 
about, Maybe some practical joker in the camp 
tried to pull a trick on Billy Batson. What- 
ever happened, you can be sure we will get 
to the bottom of it. Station WHIZ will always 
keep you informed." 

The engineer caught Mr, Morris as he left 
Studio B. "We've raised Professor Parkman, 
sir," he reported. "Coming in as clear as a 
bell." 

"Good! Good!" grunted Mr. Morris. "Let 
me talk to him. We'll soon know what hap- 
pened to Billy." 
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Mr. Morris cupped the earphones over his 
ears and listened intently. He heard Professor 
Parkman say, "We're not sure what happened, 
Mr. Morris. Billy Eatson is right about an 
egg — a giant egg — being missing. He says he 
saw it hatch, and that some creature crawled 
out of it and attacked him. Dr. Guchin thinks 
Billy is delirious. Too much desert heat, you 
know. However, I think the egg was actually 
stolen, and that the thieves really did attack 
Billy. The creature hatching from the egg? 
That was an optical illusion, I think. It was 
pretty dark around the camp, and these 
Egyptian magicians are pretty clever, you 
know." 

Mr. Morris asked a few more questions, 
and then, assured that Billy was all right, he 
signed off. From the engineer's room he went 
straight to Studio B and reported to the public. 
"Everything is all right, folks," he said cheer- 
fully. "The boys over on the desert were a 
little hard up for entertainment and they 
tricked Billy with some Egyptian magic. They 
didn't know it would be taken so seriously 
over here. Don't fail to listen tomorrow at 
the same time for Billy Batson. He'll have 
another good story for you then." 

Some of the listeners were a little angry 
at being hoaxed, but most of them took it 
as a good joke. The calls dropped off at the 
switchboard, and soon everything was back 
to normal. The next day the newspapers didn't 
even think the story of the hoax was worth 
running. 



Chapter Five 
VOICES IN THE DARK 

THE next twenty-four hours around the 
camp were fascinating hours for Billy, 
instead of Egyptian tombs being old stuff, 
he found that, as they came closer and closer 
to uncovering the whole opening, the excite- 
ment became almost unbearable. Each time as 
[ they were about to break the huge stone that 
sealed the tomb, a fresh slide of sand would 
half cover the entrance. Then began the slow, 
laborious work of digging out again. The last 
time it happened, Billy looked up just in time 
«o eaten the face of Grayble peering over the 
edge of the excavation. At once it crossed 
Billy's mind that maybe the sand slides weren't 
accidental. Maybe Grayble was causing them. 
I But why? Wasn't he just as interested as 
I anyone else in getting at the valuable relics? 



Just the same, Billy resolved to keep a closer 
watch on Grayble. 

It was just as well he did. That night, shortly 
after the lights were turned on, he saw Grayble 
slipping out of camp. Like a cat, Billy fol- 
lowed, keeping in the shadows of the ancient 
dunes. About a mile from camp Billy heard 
the thud of galloping hoofs. Flattening him- 
self behind a clump of thorny vegetation, he 
strained his ears to listen, 

"Where in blazes have you been?" he heard 
Grayble's rasping voice ask. "They nearly got 
into the tomb three times already. I've been 
making sand slides to keep covering the en- 
trance, but I can't keep doing that forever. 
That fool radio kid nearly caught me this 
afternoon." 

"Patience, infidel," was the reply he heard. 
The voice spoke in accents unfamiliar to Billy. 
"My men are at last ready. But I warn you 
again not to rush me. This robbing of Ameri- 
can expeditions, especially if we have to kill 
a few men, is a hanging offense. Do you want 
to hang?" 

"Certainly not," retorted Grayble. "No more 
than you do. All I want is to get my share 
of the loot and get back to New York." 

"What about the rich man you represent? 
Won't he be after you?" 

"Not if you work it right," said Grayble. 
"We'll kill that Dr. Cuchin and put all my 
clothes and identification on him. He's about 
my size, and by the time he is found, there 
will only be a skeleton left anyway. My old 
boss will think I've been killed defending his 
property. Ho, that's rich." 

"All right. Let them open the tomb tomor- 
row. After all the loot is crated, my men will 
attack. No one will be left alive!" 

"Except me," said Grayble hastily. 

"Yes, of course," replied the voice. "Except 
you." Billy thought he caught a note of sar- 
casm in the night-rider's voice. He remained 
where he was in the shadows as the two con- 
spirators parted, Grayble returning to camp, 
and the stranger riding off from whence he 
came. At length Billy got up and returned 
to his tent by a circuitous route. 

So that was the plot! Grayble intended to 
betray the expedition's financial backer, mur- 
der his companions, and then split the loot 
with some band of desert marauders! Then 
he intended to make it look as though he, too, 
had been killed, while he went off to the 
United States to live on the profits of his 
wickedness. Well, and Billy could hardly re- 
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press a chuckle, Captain Marvel might have 
something to say about that. 

If Billy had known what really was going 
to happen, the chuckle would have died in his 
throat. Already there were strange creatures 
abroad on the dark sands, and more of them 
were coming every minute. 



Cliupler Six 
THE GARGOYLE MEN ATTACK 

BILLY just had time to warn Professor 
Parkman to keep his eye on Grayble when 
it was time for him lo go on the air once again. 
This time there were several men around. 
Though the professor and the doctor were 
both convinced that Billy had been the victim 
of an optical illusion, they were taking no 
chances. 

Back in the United States thousands of 
radios were being tuned to station WHIZ. 
In the space of just twenty-four hours, Billy's 
broadcasts from Egypt had leaped to the top 
of the popularity poll. Part of it may have 
been due to his sensational opening, but most 
of the listeners were really looking forward 
to a lively talk on what it felt like to discover 
an ancient Egyptian tomb. 

"Hello, folks!" It was Billy's old familiar 
salute to his radio audience. "Tonight I 
thought I was going to be able to tell you 
that we finally had opened the tomb. But no 
such luck yet. We had three sand slides that 
set us back several hours. We think we have 
checked the trouble — oh. oh." 

There was a silence. Unconsciously the lis- 
teners gripped their chairs a little tighter. 
Across the thousands of miles that separated 
them from their announcer came the feeling 
of fear that had stifled his voice. "Just a 
minute. folks." came Billy's voice, now vibrant 
with excitement. "Something is moving out 
cn ilie desert! Lots of things! The desert 
seems to be crawling. Shine the lights out that 
way. will you. fellows? Ah, that's better. 
HOLY MOLEY! The desert is ALIVE! 
They're creatures — creatures like I saw hatch 
OUT OF THE EGG! They're coming into 
camp! THEY'RE ATTACKING US!" 

Billy's voice stopped abruptly, but the mike 
was left open. The sounds of men shouting 
came to the ears of the thousands of listeners. 
•.There were wild screams. Then shots. More 



shots. Women fainted by their radios. Men 
turned white. Boys and girls, Billy's most 
ardent fans, were shouting for their hero. 
"Shoot them, Billy. Fight them, Billy. Oooh. 
be careful, Billy." But the solid fear that 
gripped everyone quickly silenced the voice 
of every listener. 

Abruptly Billy's voice came back on the 
air. "Sorry, folks, if I frightened you. We 
were attacked by weird creatures. The sound 
of our guns frightened them away. They were 
awful looking. These walked on their legs like 
men. You remember the one I saw first sort 
of scuttled on all fours. Well, these WALK- 
ED! Maybe they are more grown-up. They 
had heads, too. Sort of like human heads, but 
the faces — Ugh. I'll never forget those faces 
when we shined the lights on them. They had 
faces like . . . gargoyles! That's the only thing 
I can think of . . . gargoyles! Just a minute 
THEY'RE COMING BACK!" 

Once more Billy's voice went off the air. 
By this time the listeners were panic-stricken. 
It was as though their own homes were being 
attacked. The sound of .guns came through 
their loud speakers. The voices of desperate 
men, fighting for their lives. And above the 
voices of men and the sound of guns came 
high, thin, unearthly wailings such as man 
had never heard before. The blood froze to 
the very marrow at the sound. It was inde- 
scribable. 

Billy was torn between two forces. He want- 
ed to join in the fight, but his news announcer's 
sense of duty to his public was just as strong. 
Here was a battle such as no man had ever 
witnessed before, and probably would never 
see again. It looked as if his men were win- 
ning, being equipped with guns. He was not 
needed in the battle, but his public was wait- 
ing. He picked up the mike. 

Once more his listeners heard his voice, 
laboring to be calm. "The gargoyles are in 
the camp, but we are forcing them back. There, 
did you hear that shot? One was shot right 
in front of me. But he doesn't stop. Bullets 
don't seem to effect them! What kind of 
creatures are they? Can you hear them scream? 
It's awful ! I think they are retreating now. 
No, they are coming back! Our men are being 
driven back, back! Oooh! One of our men was 
crushed right in front of my eyes! I can't 
stand here! I'm going to FIGHT! SHA " 

There was a ghastly silence in thousands of 
radios. People screamed. They pounded their 
sets in hysterical terror. But Billy Batson 
was off the air. From his station in Egypt 
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came not a crackle. When they saw nothing 
more was to come from their radios they 
poured into the streets, seeking comfort in 
being with their neighbors. But instead of 
comfort, they found only more hysteria. From 
one end of the city to the other the panic 
flashed. The crowds became a mob, and the 
mob converged on station WHIZ. 

The police and fire departments were called 
to keep order, to keep people from trampling 
each other. In vain Mr. Morris, the chief of 
police and the fire chief pleaded with the 
people to go home. They wanted to know what 
happened. They wanted to know about the 
gargoyle men. Where did they come from? 
How many were there? There was no answer 
to those questions. And the only station that 
could answer those questions was off the air. 
Gradually the mob hysteria died away, but 
not the panic of the individuals. All night 
men sat with loaded guns behind barred doors, 
while their wives and children cowered in fear 
behind them. 



Chapter Seven 
CAPTIVES IN THE DESERT 

THE next day some assurance came from 
leading scientists all over the world. Al- 
though officials in Egypt reported that they 
could not visit the site of the excavations be- 
cause a violent sandstorm was raging through 
that area, the scientists came out with their 
theories. 

One reported over station WHIZ, "Heavy, 
hot weather, such as breeds a sandstorm like 
the one now howling over Billy Batson's camp, 
often drives grown men crazy. They run 
amuck, commit murder and other deeds of 
violence. A young, inexperienced boy like 
Billy was bound to be affected. The sounds 
of shots and the high screaming noises were 
only radio static, likewise produced by sand- 
storms. The whole thing was the fault of a 
freak of weather. As soon as the storm abates, 
it will be found that everyone in the camp is 
perfectly all right," 

Thus comforted, the people gradually re- 
laxed. 

But there in the storm-ravaged Egyptian 
valley, everything was not all right. Billy 
slowly returned to consciousness with the 
thought that he was suffocating. He tried to 
move, but found his hands and feet tightly 
bound. A heavy blanket pressed against his 



face, and when he turned his head, sand sifted 
into his ears. On each side of him he felt 
other bodies stir. 

"Are you all right, Billy?" It was the voice 
of Professor Parkman. 

"I guess so," said Billy through thick lips. 
"I need water!" 

"A fat chance, with those fiends." It was 
the voice of Dr. Cuchin. "I tried to give you 
first aid when you were knocked cold, but 
they wouldn't let me touch you. You've been 
lying there unconscious for hours, and I, a 
doctor, couldn't help you." 

"That's all right. Doctor." said Billy. "It 
probably was harder on you than me. I was 
unconscious and didn't mind. What hap- 
pened?" 

"They got us," answered Professor Park- 
man bitterly. "Then they moved us for miles 
through a blinding sandstorm. I don't know 
where we are, but I know no one will be able 
to find us. Our tracks have been wiped out." 

"Where's Grayble?" asked Billy suddenly. 
"This might be his work." 

"Hardly," replied Dr. Cuchin. "He got pretty 
badly beaten up. I heard him screaming that 
he would get his mob to kill every one, but 
that didn't stop these creatures from mauling 
him. They have him around somewhere." 

"I don't trust that guy for one minute," said 
Billy. "Not after I heard him plotting to 
murder us all!" 

Footsteps crunching across the sand silenced 
the trio. The blanket that had been thrown 
over them to save them from the worst effects 
of the sandstorm was violently jerked aside. 
Sand showered down on them. Then they were 
yanked to their feet. 

"Stand up!" The voice was that of a gar- 
goyle man, but the intonation and accent was 
that of Grayble! The three men looked at 
their captor in utter astonishment, expecting 
a trick in ventriloquism. But Grayble was not 
around. 

"Say that again," requested Professor Park- 
man, doing his best to stand on his bound feet. 

"Lay off that stuff," snorted the gargoyle 
man in Grayble's rasping voice. "We're ready 
for you now." And with that he picked up 
the three of them as though they weighed 
nothing. The air was still hazy with a fine 
dust that irritated Billy's lungs, but the sand- 
storm had abated. 

The Professor, the Doctor and Billy were 
carried into the center of a natural arena in 
the sand dunes. The slope of the curving dune 
was packed with gargoyle men. Billy estimated 
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their number to be more than five hundred. 
But what most attracted his attention was the 
sight of Grayble sitting with four gargoyle 
men who seemed to be leaders. These four, 
including Grayble, sat on a slight mound fac- 
ing the monsters on the bank around them. 
At the sight of his former comrades, Grayble 
sneered. 

"You might as well join them, boys. You 
can't whip them," he said. 

"If you've joined them, Grayble," said Dr. 
Cuchin, "that's a good enough reason for me 
not to," 

Grayble flushed. "%ou learn to keep your 
mouth shut around me," he retorted. "I'm in 
good with these . . . these people." 

"People, he calls them," sneered Dr. Cuchin. 
"They're monsters." 

At that a shrill, whistling noise broke out 
amongst the massed figures. Evidently they 
had a language of their own, but in some 
strange way, they understood English. They 
did not take kindly to the doctor's description. 

One of the four leaders spoke to Professor 
Parkman. His voice, too, was a duplicate of 
Grayble's. It was evident now that they had 
a faculty for almost instantaneous mimicry. 
Plainly, Grayble had been talking plenty, and 
they had picked up his speech and accent to 
the letter. "We want you to tell us where you 
came from, why you are here, and what you 
have been doing." 

Professor Parkman was about to open his 
mouth in refusal, and then he stopped. Even 
a few words might give them the clue to his 
voice. He shook his head and remained silent. 

"That won't get you anywhere," shouted 
Grayble. "Talk." 

Silence. 

"Talk," screamed Grayble. "I told them if 
they let me live I would make you talk!" 

"So that's your trick, is it?" shouted Dr. 
Cuchin, trembling with rage, and forgetting 
nimself entirely. "You're a traitor to the human 
race." 

Grayble smirked in satisfaction. A weird 
whistling broke out from the ranks surround- 
ing them, and then back from the dunes came 
a chorus o£ voices. "So that's your trick, is 
it?" It was as though hundreds of Dr. Cuchins 
were talking at once. The doctor choked, and 
acted as though he could have cut out his 
tongue. 

Billy didn't know what to do. If he called 
upon Captain Marvel now, he knew he could 
wipe out the whole crowd of monsters, but 



what was their game? Were there more of 
them elsewhere? If he acted now, might he 
not reveal his hand prematurely? He decided 
to wait to see if he could learn more. 

The radio engineer was brought in. Taking 
his cue from Professor Parkman, he, too, re- 
fused to talk. 

Seeing that he was not going to get any 
talk out of his captives, or at least he wouldn't 
as long as they were on guard, the creature 
acting as chief immediately ordered all the 
men, including Grayble, stripped. 

"Hey, you're not going to torture us, are 
you?" whined Grayble. 

"No, we're not," said the leader in an un- 
canny repetition of Grayble's voice. "Torture 
would spoil your features for our purposes." 

Now for the first time Billy noticed a brack- 
ish pool of water, nearly obliterated by the 
sand blown into it by the recent storm. A 
dozen gargoyle men, obeying some piercingly 
screamed instructions, cleaned out the sand 
and emerged with great handfuls of thick 
clay. This was slapped on the captives in 
thick layers. In less than an hour, under the 
desert sun, the clay had hardened into a solid 
cast. This was carefully cracked off in two 
halves. 

Billy watched fascinated. As fast as the 
halves were removed, a gargoyle man stepped 
forward and inserted himself into the bottom 
half of the cast. His companions quickly work- 
ed his soft flesh to fill every cranny of the 
cast. Then the upper half of the cast was fitted 
over the creature and pressed down. There it 
remained in the hot sun. 



Chapter Eight 

THE EVIL DUPLICATES 

TOURING the remaining hours of daylight, 
MW Billy and his companions were encased 
in clay, and then cracked free, four times. And 
each time the casts removed from their bodies 
were turned into molds for the gargoyle men. 

After the fourth time, Billy saw they were 
opening the cast that had been taken from his 
body first. He couldn't believe his eyes. Step- 
ping out of the clay mold was an exact dupli- 
cate of himself! So much did the freshly mold- 
ed monster look like himself that he could 
hardly restrain- an impulse to walk up and say, 
"Hello, Billy." 

The monster saw this and grinned. It was 



CAPT. MARVEL STORY BOOK 



Billy's own grin. He looked like the kind of 
fellow you would be glad to know, glad to 
have in your home. And he walked right up 
to Billy, as though he were an old friend, and 
struck Billy a crushing blow in the teeth! 

Yes, he looked like a friend, but inside he 
was a black monster, with a heart full of 
hatred for the whole human race. Somewhere 
there was a pattern in the behavior of these 
fiends, but Billy didn't see it all just yet. 

Other casts were being opened, and all 
around were emerging Dr. Cuchins, and Gray- 
bles, and Professor Parkmans and Nelsons. 
Nelson was the name of the radio operator. 
Billy didn't know who was who. Then he 
caught a clue. The Graybles were all walk- 
ing, talking images of Grayble, but the rest, 
though they looked, walked and acted like 
the men who had made their molds, all talked 
liked Grayble also. 

The setting sun made further casting im- 
practical. The captives were again bound, with 
the exception of Grayble, who seemed to be 
getting on very well with the monsters. They 
were tossed on the desert sand and left there, 
though Grayble saw to it that guards were 
stationed near them. The gargoyle men them- 
selves didn't seem to think their captives would 
escape. As a matter of fact, they didn't seem 
to think at all. Billy got the distinct impres- 
sion that they were acting more by instinct 
than brain power. He knew that some birds 
and even some reptiles, emerged from their 
shells with their instincts fully developed, and 
that was the way his captors impressed him. 

That night Professor Alexander Parkman 
crawled over beside Billy and whispered in 
his ear. "I've got these creatures all figured 
out," he said. "If I am right, the world is in 
for its greatest catastrophe in history." 

"What is it?" asked Billy. 

"When you called these creatures gargoyle 
men, you didn't know how right you were," 
said the Professor. "That's what they are! All 
through the history of man they have cropped 
up, usually at the time of a great disaster. 
Vou see pictures of them in the ruins of all 
the great civilizations. In the jungles of Burma 
you find hideous faces carved in stone. No 
one knows what inspired the sculptor to carve 
such frightful heads, for the civilization in 
which the sculptor lived is gone. In Assyria 
and Babylonia hideous faces carved in stone 
are also- found, and those civilizations have 
been destroyed. The same goes for Egypt, 
India and ancient Greece. The hideous faces 



remain, but the civilizations are gone. Even 
the Incas and the Aztecs in America have 
accurately drawn the faces of these monsters, 
and those civilizations, too, are gone. Why? 
Because these monsters destroyed them. And 
now they have returned to destroy us!" 

"Horrible," breathed Billy. "But if you are 
right, why haven't we found their bones? 
We've found the bones of all the races you 
mentioned." 

"Because they have no bones!" replied the 
Professor. "Didn't you notice how they were 
able to fit themselves into the casts taken 
from our bodies? They couldn't do that if 
they had bones. When they die, they must 
just turn to dust, like that egg shell did. I 
should have taken my clue from that, instead 
of letting myself think you were sun-struck!" 

"What are we going to do?" asked Billy. 

The Professor shrugged helplessly. "I am 
a man of science, not of action. I don't know 
what to do!" 



Chapter- Nine 
ESCAPE FROM DEATH 

THE next day, the job of making more 
casts was resumed. By mid-afternoon there 
were scores of Billy Batsons, Professors and 
Doctors running around. The gargoyle men 
didn't seem to want many Graybles, evidently 
suspecting he was not the type to be useful 
in worming his way into public confidence. 
Nelson, too, was not in great demand, largely 
because a broken nose marred his features. 

Each cast could be used several times, so 
when there were about ten of each the leader 
called a halt. Billy had just been encased in 
a fresh batch of clay. A small opening over 
his mouth gave him room to breathe. Professor 
Parkman, Dr. Cuchin and Nelson were stand- 
ing up, stretching their muscles after hours 
of being cramped in the mud casts. 

"That's enough of these guys." said the 
leader. "Take them out and kill them." 

Billy couldn't hear, his ears being stuffed 
with clay, and he couldn't see, his eyes like- 
wise being covered. His friends were led away, 
still maintaining their silence. Even if it meant 
their lives, they would not give their voices 
to the monsters. They would have passed into 
eternity if Grayble hadn't chosen that moment 
to gloat. 

Placing his foot on Billy's clay-covered 
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chest like a triumphant conqueror, he shouted, 
"Think of me while you are being killed. 
Then ask yourselves which one of us is the 
fool ! Ho ho!" 

The vibration of his words carried through 
his foot to the clay covering Billy's chest. 
The words reached the boy's ears foggy and 
indistinct, but Billy understood enough to 
catch their meaning. No longer could there 
be any hesitation. 

"SHAZAM!" shouted Billy. 

And there in the desert, where thunder and 
lightning rarely reached, came the crash of 
thunder, and a bolt streaked out of the blue. - 

Grayble fell to one side, stunned. 

Captain Marvel stood there, resplendent in 
all his power. Swarms of gargoyle men ran 
in to attack him. Captain Marvel brushed them 
aside. He was just about to shout a challenge 
when he remembered their powers of mimicry. 
It would not do to give them the voice of 
Captain Marvel. 

In grim silence he plowed through the mass 
of repulsive bodies. They clung to him tena- 
ciously, but he was not to be stopped. As he 
reached the top of the dune, he saw his friends 
on the other side. They were forced into a 
bowed position, and a monster with a huge 
rock was about to crush them, one at a time. 

There was no time to waste now. One mighty 
leap tore Captain Marvel free of the clinging 
gargoyle men. His cape trailing behind, the 
World's Mightiest Mortal swooped to the 
rescue. The momentum of his dive gave him 
the force of an express train, and when he 
crashed into the fiend3 just as the rock was 
about to crash into the Professor's skull, they 
never knew what hit them. Captain Marvel 
swung himself about sharply to reduce speed, 
but fast as he was, he was not fast enough 
to see what had happened to the gargoyle men. 
By the time he reached the Professor and 
the Doctor and Nelson, the gargoyle men wera 
gone. 

"Where did they go?" He asked as he broke 
the bonds of the three men. 

Professor Parkman was bewildered. Events 
were moving too fast for him. He had been 
about to die, and suddenly his executioners 
had vanished, to be replaced by a handsome 
gentlemen with a skin-tight red suit and a flow- I 
ing white cape. "I don't know where they went. ! 
I don't know who you are. Maybe you are one 
of them!" | 

Suddenly the Professor gasped with horror. 5 
! "If you are, I've given you my voice! You 



tricked me, but nooe of us will speak again." 
And with that the Professor shut up like a 
clam. No one else would say a word. 

Without a word, Captain Marvel picked up 
his three friends and leaped into the air. An 
instant later he was miles away, settling down 
to a gentle landing at an oasis. The Professor 
gaped in amazement. "I'll risk speaking once 
more. If you are a friend, go back for Billy 
Batson!" 

Captain Marvel was impressed with the 
man's earnestness. He knew what an effort it 
was for the Professor to speak, possibly be- 
traying the human race. "Billy's all right," he 
said. "I took care of him first." 

"Good," said the Professor. Then with a 
faint moan he sank to the ground, overcome 
by his ordeal. Dr. Cuchin looked at Captain 
Marvel suspiciously, and bent over to take 
care of his friend. Nelson drank thirstily at 
the oasis spring, and then went calmly to 
sleep. Captain Marvel was left to his thoughts. 

But his thoughts refused to mesh. Intruding 
upon them was the image of a beautiful wo- 
man, a woman such as he had never seen be- 
fore. Captain Marvel shook his head. He tried 
to think of his old friends, but the image of 
the woman persisted in superimposing itself 
upon his thoughts. He even thought of Sivana, 
but even the unforgettable face of that old 
villain faded into the beauty of this strange 
new woman. Abruptly Captain Marvel leaped 
to his feet. 

"I'm going back to see what the gargoyle 
men are doing," he told Dr. Cuchin. "You'll 
be safe here until I get back." 

With that he sprang into the air and van- 
ished into the distance. t 



Chapter Ten 
BATTLE ON THE DUNES 

CAPTAIN MARVEL reduced his meteoric 
speed and dropped to the ground when 
he neared the gargoyle encampment. Softly 
he approached on foot, snaking his way 
through the dunes. When but a hundred yards 
separated him from his quarry, he was con- 
scious of the sound of voices, and the impres- 
sion he had of the beautiful woman was in- 
tensified. He became rock still and listened. 
Quite clearly he could hear words in a strange 
language. Stranger still, he could understand 
them. 

Th;n it dawned on him that he was listen- 
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ing to the voices of the gargoyle men as they 
talked in their high, shrill language. Billy 
Batson had heard only the sounds in the 
lower frequencies, but Captain Marvel could 
hear the full range of their voices in fre- 
quencies far beyond the range of ordinary 
ears. And the reason he could understand them 
was because their thoughts were expressed in 
pictures rather than words. 

At one time man had expressed himself in 
crude pictures. Then gradually, through the 
centuries, words became the symbols for the 
pictures. The speech of the gargoyle men, 
however, had not progressed beyond the pic- 
ture stage. 

Captain Marvel lay on the sand and listened. 
The gargoyle men were waiting for something. 
They did not seem to know what to do. Then 
he felt, rather than heard, a strange electric 
thrill run through the massed figures. They 
were getting orders! From somewhere com- 
mands were coming to them. 

Captain Marvel strained every inch of his 
mighty frame, listening with every power at 
his command. Yes, a clear picture was form- 
ing in his brain. It was the picture of the 
beautiful woman who had intruded in his 
thoughts before. She was issuing commands 
to the monsters on the dunes! The pictures 
came to him with increasing clarity, 

"You will march at once to the airport at 
Khartoum! You will seize the airport, take 
over the airplanes, and come to me. Every- 
where we are rising. In the Gobi desert, the 
Arabian desert, in the Great American desert 
and in Chili our eggs are hatching by the 
thousands. For thousands of years we have 
waited in our shells for the time to destroy 
again. Now the time is ripe. Man's civiliza- 
tion will crumble into limbo. Hasten! Carry 
out my commands. Come to me. Come to me!" 

The shrill whistling voices began a wild 
discussion as soon as the voice of the beautiful 
woman ceased. Where was she? Though the 
mental picture of her was very clear. Captain 
Marvel had the impression that her real self 
was thousands of miles away. But he had no 
time for speculation, If he were to stop these 
hideous creatures before they swarmed into 
Khartoum, he would have to move swiftly. 

He could wade in right now and destroy the 
entire mob, but that left the possibility that 
two or three might escape. Better to get help 
and surround the whole mass. Not one must 
be allowed to escape. And what of the thou- 
sands of others, crawling hideously from their 
shells? Speed, speed, speed was essential. The 
whole world was in peril. 



Captain Marvel recalled having seen a small 
detachment of troops on the desert while he 
was carrying the Professor and his companions 
to the oasis. Though Captain Marvel did not 
know it, these troops had been sent to find 
them after Billy Batson's fateful broadcast. 
Swiftly he sprang into the air, and seconds 
later he swooped down before the astonished 
men. 

The soldiers were all well-armed with the 
latest in light machine guns. Their desert 
jeeps were built for high speeds across loose 
sand. They cheered loudly when Captain Mar- 
vel told them of the monsters to be found a 
few miles away, and they gritted their teeth 
when he told of the scheme to seize Khartoum. 
Swiftly Captain Marvel outlined the plans of 
attack. The soldiers would divide into four 
groups and attack from four sides. 

"Let not one creature escape," he warned, 
"We won't," roared a chorus of a hundred 
voices. They wheeled their jeeps and sped over 
the sand. 

But Captain Marvel had overlooked one 
item. When he had been encased in the soft 
clay cast as Billy Batson, his shout of "SHA- 
ZAM" had instantly transformed him into 
Captain Marvel. The clay had been just elastic 
enough to expand with him. before it had 
shattered to release his mighty body. And the 
crafty Grayble, recognizing the World's 
Mightiest Mortal from pictures he had seen, 
had instantly conceived a villainous idea. 

Captain Marvel had no sooner sped away to 
rescue his friends than Grayble had been at 
work assembling the broken fragments of clay. 
When he was through, he had a perfect mold 
of Captain Marvel's body. All except the 
mouth. The "Shazam" had exploded the clay 
molding the mouth to dust. But what there 
was left was good enough for Grayble. Com- 
municating his plans to the leader, he was 
soon hard at work molding gargoyle men into 
Captain Marvels. 

Thus when the soldiers arrived to attack 
the monsters' camp, they met with a horrible 
surprise. As each of the four elements roared 
to its appointed station, it was met by a detach- 
ment of gargoyle men. And leading the charge 
of the monsters was a Captain Marvel! 

For one fateful second they held their fire, 
not wanting to shoot their friend. That second 
was too long. 

The real Captain Marvel saw instantly what 
had happened. 

"Shoot!" he cried as he waded into the battle. 
"Shoot the false Captain Marvels! Don't be 
afraid of making a mistake. You can't hurt me." 
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( down the corridor. Captain Marvel pressed 
himself against the wall. It was the queen. 

He heard her gasp at the sight of the en- 
larged hole. He waited no longer. His hand 
reached out like a bolt of lightning. He caught 
the squirming queen and snatched her into 
his prison. He sat her down hard on the floor. 
Her eyes flashed fire. 

"What is this?" she sneered. "Do you think 
you can kill me? No mortal can kill me. My 
men can be killed, but they only turn to dust. 
That's all they are, anyway. Dust! But I . . . 
L I AM THE QUEEN! I cannot be killed by 
any means known to man. When our work of 
destroying civilization is done, and the eggs 
safely layed for future destruction, my guards 
kill me at my command, and then they die 
with me. But they kill me only at my own 
I command, do you hear? At my command!" 
"I hear you," said Captain Marvel. "But I, 
too, issue commands. And I command you to 
< let me out of here." 

She laughed in his face. "Command all you 
! want. If you make one move, your friends 

■ die, and the world dies with them. I am in 
command here." 

Captain Marvel made a sudden move toward 
her. She had no inkling that Captain Marvel 
would never strike a woman. And it was clear 
[, that she could experience pain, even if she 
could not be killed. She dodged. Captain Mar- 
vel moved again. Suddenly her queenly poise 
deserted her. She began to scream. 
f "Here I go!" shouted Captain Marvel. "Try 
to stop me !" 
He made a move as if to dive through the 
, hole. 6 

"He's escaping," cried the queen. "Guards, 
he's escaping! Kill him! Kill! Kill! Kill!" 
Frantically she flung herself upon him, trying 
to hold him back. 

With a swift pivot, Captain Marvel tore 
himself loose. The queen lunged into his cape 
and fell tearing it away. Her body struck the 
wall and slid down, still wrapped in Captain 
Marvel's cape. With a soft thud she fell 
r through the opening Captain Marvel had made 
in the wall. And outside, in the corridor, the 
guards struck. They were obeying their queen's 
command to kill. And they struck to kill. 

The queen uttered a piercing scream. A 
scream that contained all the agony in the 

■ world. It rang through the dome-shaped room 
; with an intensity that was skull-splitting. The 
. queen had given the command to kill that 

only she could give, and her guards had obey- 
ed. They killed, and their queen was dead! 
Captain Marvel shook himself, his ears, still 



ringing with her death cry. The air was filled 
with dust. He could not see. Gradually the 
dust settled. He found himself standing on 
the floor of a great valley. The heat was in- 
tense. Near him lay the Professor, the Doctor 
and the radio engineer. They had stunned ex- 
pressions on their faces, but they were un- 
harmed. Only Nelson showed the effects of 
his bruises sustained when Captain Marvel 
had kicked him through the wall. 

"What . . . what happened?" asked Professor 
Parkman. 

"The queen is dead," said Captain Marvel. 
"Killed at her own command, by her own 
monsters. Never again will civilization be 
threatened by the gargoyle men." 

"But what about all the gargoyle men all 
over the world? We'll have to arm the people 
to hunt them all down!" said Nelson. 

"No, they've turned to dust," said Captain 
Marvel. "Not a trace of them will be found. 
No more than we can see anything of them 
or their buildings right here in Death Valley." 

"What a story," breathed Dr. Cuchin. "What 
a story! This beats anything Billy Batson 
could have broadcast from the Egyptian tomb!" 

"It certainly does," said Captain Marvel as 
he gathered up his three friends and started 
for home. But once he was aloft he became 
thoughtful. At last he spoke. "I think we had 
better not say anything about this. We'll make 
such excuses as we can, blaming it on the heat. 
But the terror is over now. There is no need 
to frighten people unnecessarily. I think this 
is one time there is some truth in the saying, 
'what you don't know won't hurt you.' " 

And that's the way matters stood. When 
Billy Batson went on the air over station 
WHIZ that night, he had a great story about 
how a sandstorm had buried the site of the 
tomb. 

"It might take months to find it again," he 
said. Then he made a great joke of the way 
the dust-devils and the sandstorm had created 
the illusion of an army of monsters. "The 
illusion was so perfect that it even fooled an 
army sent out to rescue us," he said. His lis- 
teners chuckled, and well they could. The 
period of the "Great Fright" was over. 

Weeks later, Billy Batson read in the paper 
of a white man found raving mad in the 
Sahara desert. The man had died before he 
could produce a coherent story, but he had 
prattled insanely of monsters and gargoyle 
men. Papers found in his clothing identified 
him as a man named Hugo Grayble. 

THE END 
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